


When You Loved Me Least

by richieqeckos



Category: Shingeki no Kyojin/進撃の巨人
Genre: Angst, Hurt-Comfort
Language: English
Characters: Jean K., Mikasa A.
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-21 19:14:53
Updated: 2016-04-21 19:14:53
Packaged: 2016-04-27 13:54:56
Rating: M
Chapters: 1
Words: 1,705
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: He knows an affair is never a good idea. Especially one that involves Mikasa Ackerman. Modern AU.





	When You Loved Me Least

**A/N**: After listening to chasing pavements and distance on repeat (both songs which screamed jeankasa), I decided to give writing a try. (This is my first time writing)

BEHOLD MY FIRST EVER FIC IN HONOR OF JEANKASA!

* * *

><p>It started after she and Eren had their biggest fight.<p>

She noticed that lately, they've been arguing a lot. Nothing they don't resolve by the end of the day, but still, they weren't like this before, and there was this feeling, after every argument, that both of them have this pent-up irritation for the other. Especially Eren.

They both knew what the reason is, neither of them just wanted to say it.

Eren, by chance, just recently came in contact again with Annie Leonhart.

Mikasa just didn't expect that after all these years, it would still be a problem.

She was jealous, and was starting to feel insecure, so when she let the name slip in one of their heated arguments, everything just went out of control.

And everyone knows that if there is one thing that Eren is good at, it's getting angry.

The fight was something she could never forget. They screamed, they threw insults at each other, there were shattered glass, and so on. Everything done at the heat of the moment.

After their screaming match, they were both catching their breath with tears spilling from their eyes. Mikasa knows she didn't mean any of what she said, but at that time, she was pissed, and hurt, and she didn't want to look at Eren, because it would only make her cry harder.

"I'm so fucking _tired_, Mikasa." Eren said, anger still evident in his voice.

"Then maybe we should just end this." she replied sharply, scolding herself when her voice cracked. It was then that Mikasa decided to leave.

She turned her back on the man she loved the most, and headed for the exit. Trying to show Eren that it was not a big deal for her.

And yet, she was waiting when she grabbed her coat.

Waiting when she banged his door shut.

Waiting as she entered the elevator, a lump in her throat threatening to build up again.

When she finally got into a cab, she broke down into hysterical sobs, uncontrollable hiccups escaping her lips, and her shoulders shaking vigorously. She didn't bother to compose herself.

The driver was trying hard not to look at her from the rearview mirror. She should be embarrassed, but she couldn't find a reason to care.

Because she was waiting for Eren to run after her, to stop her, and tell her that they can work this out, that he doesn't want their relationship to end.

Because if the situation was reversed, and Eren was the one who walked out, she would have done all of those things in a heartbeat.

* * *

><p>The sobs have subsided by the time she arrived at her apartment building. She wanted to talk to Armin so badly, just to get rid of all the emotions inside her, but when she dialed his number, all she heard was the tone that told her his phone was busy.<p>

She realized that _Eren_ was probably on the phone with their blond friend. It was always just the three of them. Aside from each other, Armin was the only one they were close to. She never bothered to build any long lasting friendship with anyone else. He was the only other friend she can talk to, and now the poor guy is probably stuck between them, trying hard not to take sides.

This made her want to cry again, because she wanted to talk to someone so _bad, _and she doesn't want to burden Armin, but she can't think of anyone else to call, and her chest feels so damn heavy, and _why does everything have to be so complicated right now?_

So when she got out of the elevator, and saw Jean Kirstein coming out of the other one across, a few seconds after hers closed, she didn't even bother stopping herself as she closed the distance between them, pulled his collar, and crashed her lips into his.

Jean who lives across from her.

Jean who she never bothered to become friends with.

Jean who, _after all these years_, was still so obviously infatuated with her.

She felt his hands wrap around her hips, immediately opening his mouth to welcome hers, his tongue slipping inside.

The contact sent a jolt of electricity through her spine, causing her to shudder and wrap her arms around his neck for support. She tells herself it was nothing, focusing instead on the taste of alcohol in his mouth. Was he drunk? She couldn't care less.

She knows what she's doing is wrong. She knows that she's taking advantage of him.

But right now all she wants is to forget.

_Just for tonight._

* * *

><p>Jean was dead tired.<p>

After a stressful day at work—mostly caused by his superiors—and a promised appearance at the opening of Sasha's pub, together with Connie and Marco, all Jean wanted was to lie down and get a much needed eye shut.

Thank God it's Friday.

He pressed the open button impatiently on the elevator the moment it stopped at his floor. All he could think of was how he could sleep through the morning on his soft bed that he didn't notice Mikasa was headed towards him. The next thing he knew he was kissing her back with his hands wrapped around her waist.

Which was the most bizarre thing that has ever happened to him. He thinks the stress has finally taken its toll on him. Surely, he was hallucinating. If not, this was most definitely a dream.

But after he felt a sting when Mikasa bit his lip. It convinced him that this was neither a hallucination nor a dream.

This was Mikasa Ackerman. The girl he was crushing on all throughout his high school years. The girl who never once entertained how he felt towards her. The girl he haven't seen in _years_. Not until he moved in to the apartment across from hers a few months back.

During college he believed that he had finally gotten over her. He dated a lot of girls, and even got into a serious relationship with one of them. Though it didn't last, he knew he loved the girl through the course of their relationship.

Now at 24, after moving in to an apartment and learning that it was Mikasa who was living in the room across from his, the school-boy crush he got on her suddenly came back, and he was once again under the spell of the raven haired girl.

Their interactions, however, were limited. It all consisted of shy smiles, good mornings, and good nights every time they run into each other. At first he tried, but her replies were always so short that it was hard for him to think of a way to get it going. So he thought she probably wasn't interested in making friends.

He decided that that was fine, and is probably for the better. He still admired her, yes, but for a long time now he has accepted the fact that Mikasa, for him, was always, and forever will be, unattainable. Even if he was only trying to be friends.

Another fact he knew about Mikasa Ackerman is that she is _currently _in a relationship with Eren Jaeger.

Which means that _Mikasa_ should _not _be kissing _him_ in the hallway of their apartment, no matter how much of a jerk he thinks Jaeger is.

He reluctantly pulled back from the kiss, and stared at her in shock. Sleep completely forgotten.

"Mikasa," he said, trying to catch his breath, "What the _hell _are you doing?"

She didn't answer him, and continued to stare at him through heavy lidded eyes, out of breath just like he is.

He noticed her eyes were swollen, but before he had a chance to ask, she grabbed his hand and dragged him until they reached the front his unit, pushing him against his door.

She was about to kiss him again, but he grabbed her cheeks before she could. He can't believe he's actually stopping Mikasa Ackerman from kissing him, but he just needed to _know._

He stared at her eyes once again. His eyebrows furrowed in disbelief.

"Mikasa, aren't you're with Ere–" but she cut him before he could even say Jaeger's name.

"No, I'm not. Not anymore."

She was glaring at him, yet he noticed the crack in her voice, and the slight tremble in her lips. His face turned from disbelief to pity, then to anger. _What the hell did Jaeger do?_

He dropped his hands from her cheeks to press her shoulders in an effort to comfort her.

"Mikasa…"

"Just shut up, Jean!" she hissed at him.

Now it was her turn to grab his cheeks.

She pulled his head down roughly, almost causing him to lose his balance, her mouth hovering right beside his ear.

"All I want, Jean," she started in heavy breaths. "is that you invite me inside your apartment, and help me forget."

"Is that clear?" she added.

He could feel how hot her breath was as she whispered each word firmly in his ear, thick with lust. One hand was cupping his cheek, while the other was dragging along his chest to his stomach, slipping beneath his untucked shirt. He could feel himself getting aroused.

He grabbed her by the waist, a gasp escaping her lips, to change their position so that Mikasa was the one who was leaning against the door. He took the key from his pocket and unlocked it behind her. His eyes never once leaving hers.

Jean lowered himself until they were staring at each other face to face, close enough that they were breathing the same air.

"Crystal." He replied, before kissing her hard, turning the knob, and pushing her inside.

* * *

><p>Soooo... should I continue? Tell me what you think! :D<p> 


End file.
